Autumn, 1830. Her Letter to Dead by Clark, Kevin
K E V I N C L A R K
A u t u m n , 1 8 3 0 . H e r
L e t t e r t o D e a d
J a m e s . S i n c e l a s t
t h e s e a s o n s h a v e c h a n g e d
t h e f a r m . T h e m a g p i e s
t a k e t o t h e p e p p e r s , t h e w i l d
c a t s f a t t e n w i t h f i e l d m i c e a n d f e e d
f r o m t h e b a m . M y s t r a w b e r r i e s
a r e s p r e a d i n g
w i t h s u c h f e l i c i t y !
T h e d r o u g h t c o u g h e d u p i t s l a s t
w i n d s t o r m s o m e t w o m o n t h s a g o
a n d y o u k n o w
w e d o n o t h a v e t o d u s t t h e c h i n a
e v e r y d a y . T h i s m o m e n t , M a r g a r e t m y s i s t e r
c o u g h s f r o m a r e a l c o l d -
n o h a c k i n g n o w f r o m t h e d r e a d f u l s u m m e r
m o t e .
T h e m o d e s t b e a r s p r o m i s e :
o u r w i n t e r c r o p i s p l a n t e d
a n d a l l
t h a t r e m a i n s i s t h e w a t c h i n g , m o u n d s
c u r l e d t o t h e w a l n u t t r e e . I m a r v e l
a t t h e m w h e n e v e r : f r o m t h e k i t c h e n w i n d o w
w a s h i n g d i s h e s , c o o k i n g , f r o m t h e b e d r o o m
s e w i n g t h e i n f i n i t y q u i l t
( y e s , s t i l I ! s t i l l ! ) .
O f t e n w e b o t h f i n d
o u r s e l v e s s t a r i n g f r o m t h e s e b a c k w i n d o w s ,
s t u d y i n g t h e c o m p l e t e n e s s
o f r a i n .
A s t r a n g e r m i g h t t h i n k w e s e e m e d s a t i s f i e d ,
n o t h i n g m o r e , h o p e s s t a m m e r i n g
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beneath the bleak white sky.
Conversation
is elemental.
(0 in spring we talk like children.
Do you remember the river
coming to pieces
that April-how long ago! - the Lawson child
riding ice like a pony till the spile broke
his gallop.
What kept us off? You often
wonder, no? I think I'd wanted you to kiss me,
James. Yes, I'd wanted
and I plotted us
from walking out there. Love is luck,
as my mother would say. Of course we were young
and despite the wind blowing in my heart, you
never did.
Ever. Margaret says
the child's face was frozen in a smile,
that
his father's tears did sizzle on his cheek.)
I don't know why
I write. This letter
will end in a fine ash, yet
you must have this scene:
no rain, but a wind
herds the fallen
leaves across an acre
to the east fence where they pile
in an ochre line, jumping among themselves.
Again I think of you, grown,
riding
on your tall horse while I watched
the day you plowed the culvert to bits
and your old father came running
like a madman.
Y o u r b l a n k v i s a g e
d i d n o t c o m p r o m i s e h i s l e a p t o y o u r s e a t , n o r
t h e s h o v e h e g a v e y o u t o t h e g r o u n d . I w i l l
n e v e r f o r g e t h i s w i c k e d t u r n
f r o m t h e c u l v e r t , J a m e s ,
n o r t h e a w f u l p u n c h
u p s i d e y o u r h e a d t o s e n d y o u s p r a w l i n g
a g a i n . I h a t e d h i m .
A n d I t e l l y o u t h i s : I
w a s a n g r y a t y o u , w e w e r e n o t c h i l d r e n , a n d
I w a s a n g r y b e c a u s e y o u w o u l d n o t r i s e .
S u c h s u b m i s s i o n !
F o r g i v e m e . B u t y o u a r e g o n e
a n d I m u s t t e l l y o u ( y e s , I a m g u i l t y
o f l y i n g ! ) h o w I l o v e d
y o u , h o w I c o u l d n o t a t a l l
l o v e y o u a f t e r t h i s ,
s u c h d r o u g h t ! A n d
t o t h i n k y o u w e r e t h e b e s t
o f m e n . N o w
M a r g a r e t c a l l s . A n i m a g e o f w i n t e r
h o n e s h e r v o i c e : w e a r e c h o p p i n g
w o o d , a n d i t i s m y
t u r n .
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